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of the trammels of the tide, easy of access, mag-
nificent and desolate, they are already there, pre-
pared to take and keep the biggest ships that float
upon the sea. They are worthy of the oldest river
port in the world.
And truth to say, for all the criticisms flung
upon the heads of the dock companies, the other
docks of the Thames are no disgrace to the town
with a population greater than that of some com-
monwealths. The growth of London as a well-
equipped port has been slow, while not unworthy
of a great centre of distribution. It must not be
forgotten that London has not the backing of
great industrial districts or great fields of natural
exploitation. In this it differs from Liverpool,
from Cardiff, from Newcastle, from Glasgow;
and therein the Thames differs from the Mersey,
from the Tyne, from the Clyde. It is an histor-
ical river; it is a romantic stream flowing through
the centre of great affairs, and for all the crit-
icism of the river's administration, my contention
is that its development has been worthy of its
dignity. For a long time the stream itself could
accommodate quite easily the oversea and coasting
traffic. That was in the days when, in the part
called the Pool, just below London Bridge, the
vessels moored stem and stern in the very strength
of the tide formed one solid mass like an island
covered with a forest of gaunt, leafless trees;
and when the trade had grown too big for the